Out on Trebarwith Sands he broke,
The waves yelled back his cry,

Gannet and cormorant echo woke
As he went striding by.

JOHN MOULDY

I spied John Mouldy in his cellar,
Deep down twenty steps of stone ;
In the dusk he sat a-srailing,
Smiling there alone.

He read no book, he snuffed no candle;
The rats ran in, the rats ran out;
And far and near, the drip of water
\Vent whisp'ring about.

The dusk was still ? with dew a-falling,
I saw the Dog-star bleak and grim^
I saw a slim brown rat of Norway
Creep over him.

I spied John Mouldy in his cellar,
Deep down twenty steps of stone ;
In the dusk he sat a-smiling,
Smiling there alone.

CRAZED
I know a pool where nightshade preens
Her poisonous fruitage in the moon;
Where the frail aspen her shadow leans
In midnight cold a-swoon.
I know a meadov^ flat with gold---
A million million burning flowers
In moon-sun's thirst their buds unfold
Beneath his blazing showers.
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